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THE MANIAC, .2 Fragment. 
( Concluded from page 77.) 


HENRY instantly commenced his 
ourney back, nor would he write, think- 
g to surprise his Rosabell by his quick 
eturn, and the agreeable news he 
brought. He entered his native town} 
moticed : the bells were merrily ring- 
g;—every face wore an air of joy.— 
He enquired the cause—the answer elec- 
tified him: he hastened to the church, 
and drawing the cape of his coat up, 
beheld his adored HRosabell cheerfully 
advancing to the spot he occupied, 
her hand locked in that of lord D. 
Rage, despair and ‘madness fired his 
brain she rushed to the river, and 
plunging in, sunk to rise no more, 
though he was an excellent swim- 
mer, and hundreds witnessed the rash 
act. 

The notes were found in his pocket- 
book, with a letter from his uncle, ad- 
dressed to Rosabell, wishing her all 
happiness with his boy, and promising 
to come to the wedding. This let-} 
ter’ was imprudently given to the 
bride, who read it with silent des- 
pair. | 

The following Sunday the body of 
the unfortunate youth was carried to its | 
carly grave, by young men and maids. 
This plain stone explains his fate. Ro- 
sabell is neither deterred by the summer 
sun, nor the winter frost from visitin 
this spot, and adorning the tomb of the 
constant Henry with the sweetest flow- 
rs. ‘The earl who loves her with the 
tenderest affection, indulges her in this 








liberty, but employs proper persons to 
attend her: as the sight of him added 
greatly to her disorder, he tore himself 
away, and has been travelling for more 
than two years, and only returned to 
the castle last night; hoping time 
had softened the lady’s sorrows and re- 
sentment against him. But on seeing 
him, the wretched Rosabell immedi- 
ately flew from the castle with horror ; 
nor could her favourite attendant, who 
you behold with her, prevail on her to 
return. She said the earl was her ac- 
complice in the murder of Henry, and 
it would be an insult to his departed 
spirit if she spoke to him. ee; 

Lord D. shocked and grieved be- 
yond measure, left the castle at mid- 
night, with his mind little more com- 

osed than the fair lunatic’s ; indeed 

his friends fear he will soon be in 
the same unhappy situation as his la- 
dy. 

The traveller unable to conceal the 
strong emotions which the soldier’s nar- 
rative had excited, turned abruptly 
from him, and with upraised eyes and 
clasped hands, exclaimed— Most just 
and wise sovereign of the universe ! 
pardon the impatience of a wretch 
who presumed to question eternal wis- 
dom !—who because riches were deni- 
ed, cavilled at the dispensations of pro- 
vidence and madly and ungratefully 
overlooked the blessings of health and 
peace of mind !—-and oh! restore the 
lost reason of this victim to lenity, nor 
break the bruise 1 reed.— 


Me + Cie 





he will not suffer her to be deprived of 





A wise man will bend a little, rather 
than be torn up by the roots. | 
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ON THE FUTILITY OF PERSONAL CHARMS 
WITHOUT MENTAL BEAUTY, 

How often do we see handsome idi- 
ots complimented and caressed, by men 
from whom better things might be ex- 
pected ; while the most aceomplished 
woman in the same company, is over- 
looked if destitute of personal charms. 
There is in beauty a magic which cer- 
tainly does enchant fora time, the gene- 
rality of beholders ; but this will by no 
means excuse the injustice of neglecting 
merit in those who want this advantage. 
Let it be remembered, however, that 
the triumph of their rivals is short and 
fleeting: the spell on whichit is found- 
ed, is soon broken.—Men, at least of 
any judgment, are seldom long in re- 
covering their senses. The admiration 
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raised by “a set of features, or the tinc- 


ture of the skin,” is often, by the wit-{ ther! 
lessness of its possessor, thrown down || galing” 


in an instant :—the witchcraft of a fair 
outside is always dispelled by familiar- 
ity. Nothing can detain affection, or 
fix esteem but that kind of beauty, 
which is concentered in mind. The 
least degree of understanding will be 
disgusted at petulance, caprice, or 
nonsense, even in the fairest form. Ex- 
ternal allurements are continually los- 
ing ; internal attractions are continually 


gaining. A beautiful character is “ as the | 


morning light, that shineth more and 
more until the perfect day.” 

The power of a face to please, or in- 
deed displease, is diminished every 
time it is seen. When passion does not 
predominate, and passion cannot pre- 
dominate always, the sou/ will seek a 
soul; it will refuse to be satisfied with 
any thing else :—If it find none, in vain 
shall the brightest eye sparkle,—in vain 
shall the softest smile entice :—But if 
a mind appear, it is recognized, admir- 
ed and embraced ; even though the eye 
should possess no lustre, and smiles 
should at the moment be banished by 
sorrow ! | 


i 6 Eien 


Love, Knavery and Necessity make 


men good orators. 


S 








MARIA, 4 sentimental fragment. 


It was a cold and tempestuous hight 
in November, when, walking near the 
Hospital, the voice of an ufortunate fe. 
male arrested my attention. “ Yes, poor 
abandond Maria,” said she, “ this shall 
convince my unfeeling relations, that | 
have a spirit too great to survive the los; 
of my virtue!” i hastened to her assis. 
ance ; but alas, the fatal phial was empti. 
ed. She leaned on my arm, and with dif. 
ficulty reached a house just by. Medi- 
cal aid was immediately procured ; but 
every effort failed to counteract its per. 
nicious effects. ‘QO sir!” said she, in 
a voice scarcely audible, “ would you 
had overtaken me a little sooner! It 
might have prevented this dreadful ca- 





tastrophe. But the poison—” Again 
she endavoured to speak— “ O my fa- 
could you now behold your little 
Here her voice failed: the 
poison she had taken was of a violent 
nature. In a few minutes, she exclaim- 


| ed with great agitation “ William ! faith- 


less youth! I forgive you” Her fea- 
tures assumed a dreadful convulsive 
aspect, and she expired! “ Father of 
mercies !” thought I, “ how mysterious 
and awful are thy ways! If suicide 
can meet compassion from an. insulted 
1 God, surely it must be in the seduced 
female!” The remains of beauty were 
yet to be traced. Her height was ma 
jestic, her form extremely delicate. Her 
age appeared to be that period of life, 
when the imagination is lively, and 
glowing with all the animation of eigh- 
teen. ‘* Where is the villian,” said I, 
“who has murdered this lovely female! 
Can he have the face, the heart he has 
not, of aman?” Had he been here, to 
witness this final scene of her he once 
pretended to adore—methinks it would 
have been more tremendous than an 
earthquake to his seared conscience ! 
Unfortunate girl! may thy image 








haunt him, sleeping and waking—may 
every gust of wind that blows, reiterate 
to his mind—“ Ruined Maria!” Where 
are thy parents, unhappy fair! Was it 
for this that a fond mother so often 
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_which does not hurt them so much, es- 
- pecially, if they can pick out any faults 
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dasped thee to her breast, while the 
rears Of affection trickled fast from her 
eves? Where, too, is thy father, who 
hath fondled thee on his knee, with all 
the tenderness of paternal love ? Unna- 
tural parents! thus to cast on an unpi- 
tying world, the forlorn victim ! Could 
not all the ties of nature induce you to 
draw a veil over your daughter’s mis- 
fortunes? The evening of life will now 
be clouded with the reflection of not} 
having endeavoured to prevent her un- 
timely death. Infamous is the wretch 
who has caused thy miserable exit, and 
brought sorrow, which no time can heal, 
on a@ once happy family. Is there a 
righteous God, who will punish iniqui- 
ty—and shall this escape ? 
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CONVERSATION COMPARED TO PUNCH. 
By Dr. Johnson. 


Punch is a liquor, compounded of 
spirit and acid, juices, sugar and water. 
The spirit, volatile and fiery, is the pro- 
per emblem of vivacity and wit; the 
acidity of the lemon will very aptly fi- 
gure pungency of raillery and acrimo- 
ny of censure; sugar is the natural 
representative of luscious adulation, and 
gentle complacency ; and water is the 
proper hieroglyphic of easy prattle, in- 
nocent and tasteless. 
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When any remarkable beauty appears 
in a public walk, all the men gaze on 
her person, but hardly one of them 
brings away the remembrance of what 
coloured clothes she had on. Not so 
the women ; they can give you an in- 
ventory, from head to foot, article by 
article, of her dress; the review of 


in it for their consolation. 


eR 


The present mode of education is 
much better than was practised with the 
last generation, when a child was told, 
with an authoritative tone, that “ chil- 





MISCELLANY. 


MISERIES OF HUMAN LIFE. 

In a bleak ride—to be kept freezing at a 
a turnpike gate for halfan hour, while you fum- 
ble in your pocket, with a thick glove on, which 
you have not courage to take off, for pence to 
nay ; your fingers being so stupified by the cold, 
that even without a glove, they could not feel 
the difference between a handkerchief and a 
habfpenny. 
At a bad inn—a very small egg brought to 
you in a very tall wine glass, at the bottom of 
which, the egg slips and tumbles about, far be- 
low the reach of your fingers and spoon. 
Discovering, at the end of a long and fa- 
tiguing journey, that you have involuntarily 
lightened your travelling carriage, by leaving 
two or three hundred miles behind, the box of 
letters, papers, account books, &c. which con- 
stituted the sole object of your expedition. 
Briskly stooping to pick up a lady’s fan at 
the same moment when two other gentlemen 
are doing the same, and so making a cannon 
with your head against both of theirs, and this 
without being the happy man, after all. 
On entering a room, to join a party, compos- 
ed of remarkably grave, strict and precise per- 
sons, suddenly finding out that you are tipsy; 
and, what is still worse, that the company hath 
shared with you in the discovery, though you 
thought you were, and fully intended to be ri- 
gidly sober. 
A perpetual blister—alias, 
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sociable next 


tion for you, in return for your no less violent an- 
tipathy to him. — ip. 

A fellow, who after having ooliquely applied ~¥ 
to you for instruction upon any subject, Keeps J 
showing a restless anxiety, to seem already ful- 
ly informed upon it; perpetually iuterrupting 
your answer with—** Yes, sir—Yes, yes, I 
know——true, I am perfectly aware of that— 
O, of course !”—&c. &c. 

a 6 


poor scholar ; a gentleman to whom he applied, 
asked him a question in latin. The fellow shook 


“« Why,” said the gentleman, “ did you not say 
you were a poor scholar? * Yes,” replied the 
other, ** a very poor scholar indeed sir, for Ido 
not understand a word of latin.” 
—_+ ee 
A scholar coming home from college to visit | 
his parents, supped one night on a couple of | 
fowls : he told them that by logic he could # 
prove those two fowls to be three. 
us hear,” said the father. ‘* Why this,” said 7 
the scholar, ‘is one, and this, is two, and two § 
and one, you know make three.” 


have the second ; and the third you may keep 
to yourself for your learning.” ab 


Any man may be a pedant, but to be a polite rs 








dren must not ask questions.” 


a 


scholar ig a difficult attainment. 





door neighbour, who has taken a violent affec- a 


A beggar, asking alms under the name ofa | 


his head and said he did not understand him “% 













« Welllet Us 


“Since you 7 
have made it out so well,” answered the fath. © 
er, ‘your mother shall have the first, I will 











HOBBINOL—A mock heroic. 


A sable cloud is spread o’er all, 

A solemn stillness reigns around ; 
Save where, beside yon garden wall, 

Some footsteps lightly press the ground. 
Hark! where these hollow murmurs ran ! 

What form was that the pathway crost? 
Sure as I am mortal man. 

It was a ghost—a sheeted ghost ! 
Vl view him! view him o’er and o’er! 

Limbs, do your office now! odsbob! 
I-never saw a ghost before— 

My spectacles will do the job! 
There! "tis a spirit! ’pon my soul! 

Yet, stop! not in a frock array’d ; 
O, no! ’tis only Hobbinol 

A-gone to see the parson’s maid. 
Hush, hush, he sings, ‘* Sweet Molly Daw, 

Thy eyes are blacker than the coal ; 
I care not for the parson’s jaw, 

Gadzooks ! how I will buss thee, Moll !” 
He scales the wall, and gazes o’er 

On the smooth stream that skirts its base; 
And now his cautious steps explore 

The walks its cultur’d sides that grace. 
A partial moon-beam now is shed ; 

He stops—he starts—he pants for breath, 
He sees, at his devoted head, 

A figure point the tube of death ! 
It is the Guardian of the place, 

A hundred years have seen him stand, 
With wrath depicted in his face— 

The loaded vengeance in his hand. 
Has Molly lost her love for ever? 

He’s leapt the wall! he’s seen no more ! 
Hark! how he hisses in the river, 

He was so hot with love before ! 
There was a lover’s leap, I ween! 

There shone the wisdom of thy soul! 
For not a bone in all thy skin 

Has suffer’d by it, Hobbinol ? 
3 query though, but now thou’rt cool, 

Thou sing’st no more of Molly Daw; 
Thou sing’st no more, poor Hobbinol ! 

‘* I care not for the parson’s jaw !” 
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YOUTH. 


Iw life’s gay morn, what vivid hues 
Adorn the animating views, 
By flattering fancy drawn ? 
No storms with gloomy aspect rise 
To cloud the azure of the skies, 
No mists obscure the dawn. 
With looks invariably gay, 
Young expectation points the way 
To ever blissful shades, 
Where odours scent the breath of morn, 
Where roses bloom witbout a thorn, 
Aad music fills the glades. 
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Enraptur’d witb the distant view, 
Youth thinks its fictious beauties trye 
And springs the prize to gain; 
His grasp the gay illusion flies : 
Experience thus the cheat descries, 
_And proves his hopes were vain. 
The path of life tho’ flowers adorn, 
Yet often will the rugged thorn, 
Amidst the flowers arise; 
Expect not then on earth to share, 
Enjoyment unalloy’d by care, 
But seek it in the skies. 


a > ie 
BEAUTY—A jeu d’esprit. 


W uewn fascinating beauty smiles, 
Tho’ deem’d a transient flower, 
Vain man with all his boasted might, 
Submissive owns its pow’r. 

Beauty makes misers quit their gold, 
And cruelty its rage, 

And gives the ardent fire of youth 
To antiquated age. 

Th’ impostor Mahomet, who knew 
The sweets and pow’r of love, 

With ever blooming beauties fill’d 
His blissful courts above. 

Aright this great observer judg’d, 
That beauty’s promis’d charms 

Would lure whole millions to his aid, 
And bless his conquering arms, 


—— + 


TO nosa—Whose * Lines to Friendship® appear- 
ed in vol. 1. page 112. 


Dear Rosa, why not take thy pen 
And tune the flowing verse again? 
Why wilt thou leave us thus se long, 
Impatient for another song— 

From one we ali so much admire. 

(O had I but poetic fire*!) 

A better tribute would I pay, 

To lines as sweet as rural May. 

Then Rosa, why not take thy pen 

And tune the flowing verse again ?}—H. 


a + 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

We earnestly request a continuance of Mer- 
cutio’s favours, our readers much regret his long 
silence. We repeat the same request to Rosa. 

There would be a peculiar trouble attendant 
on the insertion of Arithmetical questions and 
solutions, we should be unwilling to undertake. 
The editor understood our correspondent Lite- 
rary questions. 


We cannot conceive how or what we should _ 


** contribute to the general good,” by the in- 
sertion of ‘* A Subscriber’s” communication 
respecting ‘a certain animal.” 
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